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gazing from the earth-heap would see no sturdy.
band of Persian robbers rushing down on them
from the mountains, they may tremble some day
before a white-capped Russian army, marching
resistless along the dusty road.
The clatter of the post-horses over the stones
broke the noon-day silence. Yengi Imam looked
very desolate and uncared-for as we rode through
the mud-heaps before its hospitable doors. Half
the blue tiles had fallen from the dome, unnoticed
and unreplaced, meagre poplars shivered in the
sun, stunted pomegranate bushes carpeted the
ground with yellow autumn leaves, their heavy
dark-red fruit a poor exchange for the spring
glory of crimson flower. Persians love pome-
granates, and on a journey prize them above all
other fruits, and even to the foreigner their pink
fleshy pips, thick set like jewels, are not without
charm. But it is mainly the charm of the imagina-
tion and of memories of Arabian Night stories in
which disguised princes ate preserved pome-
granate seeds, and found them delicious. Do not
attempt to follow their example, for when you
have tasted the essence of steel knife with which a
pomegranate is flavoured, you will lose all con-
fidence in the judgment of princes, even in dis-
guise. And it is a pity to destroy illusions. But
for beauty give me pomegranate bushes in the
spring, with dark, dark green leaves and glowing
flowers, thick and pulpy like a fruit, and winged
with delicate petals, red as flame.